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Want 


“Trust me, Jason, itll work," Lars stated as he watched the bassist of Metallica pace his living room floor. Back 
and forth, his eyes followed the agitated figure, reminding him of tennis matches of old. 


"| don't know, man" Jason shook his head. "What if it doesn't work?" He stopped and stared at Lars. "What if it 
fucking backfires and | lose a friend?" 


"Your best friend," Lars inserted quietly, drawing his robe more closely around himself. He sat on the arm of 


the sofa 


"Yeah. Fuck! My best friend. You're not making me feel better, Lars," Jason sighed. "If | tell him, show him..." 


Panic flickered in his eyes. "Fuck! What if he doesn't feel the same way? What if he doesn't wanna have 
anything to do with me? It would fucking kill me, man. It fucking would" His shoulders hunched over and he 
stared down at the floor. "I can't lose him," Jason said quietly. "I just can't." 


"Jason," Lars began gently. "You won't lose him. He cares about you too much. He loves you, man. You do know 


that, right?" 


"Yeah, but not the way | want him to," Jason remarked bitterly as he ran a hand through his hair. "I'm so 


fucked." 

"And why is that, Jase?" 

Jason whipped his head around, eyes going wide. James stood in the doorway, arms crossed over his naked 
chest. And as Jason's gaze traveled from the zipped, but unbuttoned faded blue jeans to the bare feet, the 


bassist flushed. "Um? Were you two in the middle of something?" 


"What do you think, dick?" James growled. "Do you have any fucking clue what time it is, Newsted? It's fucking 
midnight." 


"So? It's not late. | mean, we're fucking musicians. We don't know what the fuck late is." 


James' eyes narrowed. "That's where you're wrong, man" He flicked a glance at Lars. "It's way past time for 
good little drummers to be in bed" 


| #am* good," Lars purred, a smirk on his lips. 


James smiled in his direction "You're better than good, baby." He looked back at Jason. "But if Jase doesn't 
fucking leave, | won't get to the ‘good' anytime tonight” The last word ended with a growl. 


Jason flinched. "Man, I'm sorry. | just--" He didn't finish. 
"You just what?" James asked. 
"You might as well tell him," Lars spoke up when Jason failed to answer. 


"Why even bother?" The bitterness was back in Jason's voice. "It's not like I'm gonna get what | want," He 


sighed. "I'm so fucked" 


"You already said that, asshole," James replied. "So tell me what the fuck you want already so that Lars and | 


can get back to what we were doing before you showed up." 


There was a moment of quiet before Jason answered. Finally, in a resigned voice he said, "| want Kirk. | want 


him, James, want him so bad | can taste it." 


"That's it?" James asked incredulously. "You came all the way over here to bug Lars about *this**?" 
"He thought | could help," Lars defended. "So | came up with a plan" 


"Fuck that!" James exclaimed. "You don't need a plan" He leveled a glare at Jason. "Look, you want Kirk? Then go 


get him" 
Jason looked at him in disbelief. "You're kidding, right? It can't be that fucking easy." His hands went to his hips. 


"Yeah. It is that fucking easy," James returned impatiently. "All you have to do is go over there and tell him. 
Then the two of you take it from there." 


"But that's the hard part," Jason protested. "What if he freaks? What if he doesn't want to have anything to 


do with me?" 


"What if he does? What if he wants to do *everything® with you?" James countered. "Quit being a fucking 
pussy, man. Get your ass over there and lay it all on the line. You might be surprised.” 


"James has a point," Lars spoke up. "Sometimes the direct approach is the best way." 
"I just don't know if | have the nerve," Jason said softly, looking lost. 
"Oh, fuck it, Newsted," James snarled. "Obviously you don't really want him. So just fucking forget it.” 


Jason's eyes flashed, the blue darkening to the color of storm-tossed ocean waters. "| do want him, James. | 


have for a long time." 
"Then quit whining and go tell him what you want" James shot back 
The bassist nodded once. "Yeah, you're right. I've waited fucking long enough. It's time | told him how | feel” 
"Good" James gestured to the door. "Now get the fuck out of here.” 


Lars stood up and moved to James’ side. He wrapped an arm around the lead singer's waist. "Good luck, Jase. 


tll work out. You'll see." 


Jason's smile was faint. "| hope so, man" He turned and managed to walk a few steps before James called his 


name. "Yeah?" Jason looked over his shoulder. 


"| wish you luck, too," James said seriously. "If Lars hadn't made the first move, | might be in a similar position 
and | know I'd be miserable." He paused a moment, letting the full impact of his words sink in When he 
continued, there was an edge in his voice. "But if you hurt Kirk, you're going to have to deal with me. Got 


that?" 
"| don't have any intention of hurting him," Jason said sincerely. "He means too much to me." 


"Good. Just wanted you to understand, that's all" James glared at the other man a moment longer. "Now get 


on over to your man, Jase, and leave me to mine." 
With a salute, Jason was out the door. 
"You think itll work out?" Lars asked his lover after the door had shut. 


James wrapped his arm around the drummer's shoulders. "Actually, yeah. Kirk pretty much looks to Jason for 
everything. When Jase isn't around, he always seems a little lost. | don't think Jason even realizes how much 
Kirk depends on him. And, Jason, well, he's always taking care of Kirk They're so fucking close it's fucking 
nauseating at times." 


Lars smiled up at his lover. "Yeah," he said in agreement, appreciating the irony in the last statement. "Let's 
just hope Jason doesn't fuck it up." 


James rolled his eyes. "We can only hope." He leaned down and planted a quick kiss to Lars’ lips. "Let's go 
upstairs, baby, and get back to what we were doing before the damn doorbell rang." 


In answer, Lars took James by the hand and led them toward their bedroom. 
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Jason stood on Kirk's darkened porch, the uncertainty having returned full force. The house was almost 
entirely dark. The only hint of illumination came from an upstairs window. Kirk's bedroom. The light proved Kirk 
was awake as Jason knew he would be. The lead guitarist was a self-admitted night owl. Still, that didn't 


necessarily mean his company would be welcome. 


"Shit," Jason muttered to himself. "I'm such a fucking wimp. Of course, I'm welcome here. It's not the first time 
I've wound up on his front porch this time of night. He *is* my best friend" He closed his eyes and willed 
himself some courage. "Quit being a fucking wuss, Newsted. Knock on the door, go inside, tell him you want him, 
and then fuck him senseless." Opening his eyes, he stared at the front door yet again. "Good plan. Too bad 


you're too fucking scared." 


At that moment, the light flashed off and Jason nearly panicked. His moment of chance was fading. Enough 
time had been wasted. Now was the time to act. James’ voice echoed in his mind. ‘You want Kirk? Then go get 
him: Maybe it *was* that simple. 


One thing was for sure, though. If he didn't knock on the front door soon, the opportunity to find out would 
pass and he would be back where he started. And Jason couldn't go back to that, he didn't want to. With a new 


sense of determination, he rang the doorbell and knocked on the door for good measure. 


In answer, a light once again illuminated the upstairs window. As Jason impatiently waited, lights on the bottom 


floor went on He held his breath as the door slowly opened. 


"Hey, Jason" The smile in Kirk's voice matched the one gracing his face. "What's up, man? | really wasn't 


expecting you, but that's okay. | was just about to watch a movie. Wanna see The Exorcist?" 


The breath Jason had been holding came out in a whoosh as he stared at the man in front of him. Kirk was 
dressed for bed, or as dressed as he got anyway. The only thing the guitarist wore was a pair of low-riding 
black sweatpants. Jason's eyes were drawn to the date inked in an arc on Kirk's stomach. Mouth suddenly dry, 
his gazed drifted over to the flames licking the sides of the compact body. A tingling started at the tips of his 
toes, drifting upward to curl into a ball of desire, and settling in his groin. Moaning softly, he tore his gaze 
away, commanding his body to not betray him. 


It was the reason those flames were forbidden. Jason never looked at them--well, almost never--even when 
they were displayed for all to see. They burned almost every part of him, body and soul, setting fire to 
emotions he wanted to keep hidden. But it was getting harder and harder to ignore the art which adorned 


those enticing hips..even harder to ignore his emotions. 


A whimper escaped Jason's lips as he imagined tracing the ink with his fingers..the tip of his tongue. Explore, 
that was what he wanted to do, explore Kirk's body using his hands, his mouth. Jason wanted to discover the 


secret places that would make Kirk's body quiver..to touch some inner chord within the guitarist. 


"Jason? Jason?" An insistent voice intruded on his fantasies. "Come on, man, you're acting really weird. Say 
something." Kirk touched his arm. 


The bassist stumbled back, startled. The hurt in Kirk's eyes stabbed at him and he wanted to reach out, but 
didn't dare. Jason needed to speak first before allowing himself the pleasure of touch. The problem was that 


panic was overtaking his speech. 


"Um, Jason" Kirk sounded hesitant. "Are you okay? Y--you haven't said a word since you got here. What's 


wrong?" 


But Jason could only stare at him, the words stuck in his throat. ‘Oh, God. | don't know what to do. What to 
say. Fuck, James, why the hell did | listen to you? I'm not ready for this. |--I can't do this. Oh, shit, | can't do 
this: 


"You're fucking scaring me, man" Kirk reached out, but seemed to think better of it. His hand dropped to his 
side before it could touch Jason. "Look, | don't know what's wrong, but your face is all red and--and it sounds 
like you can't catch your breath. Are you sick? Is that why you came over here? You know I'll always take 
care of you, Jason" His gaze dropped to the floor. "I--I mean, um, if you have a cold, or a fever, or something, 
| can help out. It's what friends do, you know?" 


Jason took a step toward him finally understanding how worried Kirk was about him. His heart fluttered with 
hope. Kirk really cared. But a new thought soon overrode the hope. Maybe this was all speculation Maybe he 
was seeing what he wanted to see. Kirk was his best friend and best friends cared about each other. It was 
probably no more than that. So instead of telling Kirk the real reason for his visit, Jason latched onto the 
excuse Kirk had unwittingly supplied. "Yeah," he finally managed to croak out. "Sick" With that he rushed passed 
the stunned guitarist and raced up the stairs to the bathroom, completely ignoring the one on the bottom 
floor. Slamming the door shut, he leaned against it. 


"l'm so fucked..l'm so fucked..l'm so fucked." Jason pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and hit speed dial 


number two. 
Two rings and an accented voice filled his ear. "Ja?" 


"Lars, I'm so fucked. l'm at Kirk's and | screwed up. | don't know what the hell is wrong with me. | know what 
James said, but it's not that easy. This is so fucking hard. I've just spent the last ten minutes on the porch 
making a fool out of myself. You've gotta help me, man. Kirk thinks I'm sick and I'm in the bathroom." 


"Calm down, Jase. Take it easy--Oh, fuck, James, right there..more..yeah. Qooh..oooh, shit! My god...” Lars' 


speech broke down into breathy moans. 


Horrified, Jason took the phone from his ear and stared at it. Shit. He couldn't have interrupted them in the 
middle of--no, Lars wouldn't answer the phone if he and James were--yes, he would. Lars never missed a 


phone call if he could help it. "God, Lars, l'm sorry." 
"Huh? Uh, Jase, j-~just talk--" 


"Jason!" The bellow of the Mighty Hetfield replaced the quivering tones of their Danish drummer. "What the 
fuck are you doing calling here? | already told you what to do. Tell Kirk you want him and leave us the fuck 


alone!" 
The line went dead. 


No more calling the home of Hetfield and Ulrich. Any more interruptions and Jason would get his ass kicked. 
Add to that he had not said more than two words to his best friend, and had trapped himself in said best 


friend's bathroom. The night was now officially a complete disaster. 


‘Well’ he mused to himself. ‘Might as well go for broke’ Jason opened the door, startled to see Kirk on the 
other side. 


"l, uh, just wanted to check up on you. Make sure you're okay." Kirk hesitantly placed a hand to Jason's 
forehead and this time he didn't flinch. "Uh, | don't think you have a fever, but I've got a thermometer in the 


bathroom cabinet. Let me get it so we can make sure." 


Jason held out in arm, blocking Kirk's entry. Instead, he steered a frowning Kirk away from the bathroom so 


that they now both stood in the hallway. "l'm not sick" 


"You're not?" Kirk stared at him, his eyes narrowing. "But | thought..you said..'m not sure | understand what's 


going on here, Jason" 


"I know exactly what's going on" Jason's shoulders slumped. "But fuck if | can explain it. l--l'm having a hard 


time with something, It's eating away at me, Kirk, and if | don't do something soon its gonna kill me." 


Oh, Jason" Kirk stepped forward and wrapped his arms around Jason in a quick hug. "Don't say that. Whatever 
it is, we can work through it together. Don't ever think you're alone." He pulled away, leaving his hands to sit 
lightly on Jason's shoulders. "I'll always be here for you. I'm your friend.” 


"But that's the fucking problem. | don't want that, Kirk," Jason said in frustration. The shocked hurt in Kirk's 
eyes stopped him from saying more, and he mentally reviewed what he had just said. "Oh, fuck." The evening 
labeled a disaster could now be more aptly described as a world-class catastrophe. 


Kirk dropped his hands to his sides and took a couple of jerky steps backwards. Blinking rapidly, he glanced away 
from Jason. "Uh, look | forgot | put a mug of water in the microwave. Thought you might want some tea. It 
helps when you're sick, you know. Not that you're sick, but | thought you were," Kirk babbled, running a hand 
through his hair. "Let me just go, um..Gotta take care..uh..." 


The guitarist was looking for an excuse to get away. The babbling and the need to run only confirmed that 
Jason had really fucked up. He reached out, intending to apologize, but it was Kirk's turn to flinch. "Uh, be right 
back." 


Jason lowered his hand as he watched the shaky figure make his way down the hallway. "Damn it," he 
muttered to himself. "I can't believe how bad I've screwed this up. | have got to make this right" 


Kirk's house phone rang even as Jason began to follow him. The bassist saw Kirk duck inside his bedroom to 


answer it. The hour was late and only one of two other people would be calling at this hour. 


Jason slipped inside the bedroom. Kirk, unaware of Jason's presence behind him, offered a greeting. "Hey, Uli, 


figured it was you." Jason could hear the pain Kirk was feeling in those simple words. 

"N--nothing," Kirk replied, voice trembling. He was very near to tears. "I, uh, I'm just tired" 

'I--lm not lying. l--" Kirk stared down at the floor. "I just haven't had enough sleep in the last few days. l'm-- 
" Jason saw his head jerk upward. "Okay, okay. Fuck. So something is bothering me. But.." His voice trailed off. 


"Please. just--just let it go." A minute or two of silence followed as Kirk listened. 


"Lars." Jason saw Kirk physically take a deep breath as if to get himself under control. Unfortunately, he still 


sounded raw. "It's no big deal. Nothing for you to worry about." 


"Fine. Yeah, okay, you don't have to get all mad," Kirk paused and sighed. "Jason's here. He--he came over to 


tell me something. Lars, he doesn't.he doesn't want to be my friend anymore." 


Again there was silence. Kirk started to frown and he visibly swallowed. "Lars? Lars? You there?" Kirk asked in 
a watery voice. His brow wrinkled. "Uh, James? What happened to Uli?" A pause. "l--l'm fine. Everything's good." 


Kirk held the phone in a tight grip. 


"Huh? What? No, no, man, you don't have to do that. It's late. Don't come over here. Everything's fine, James. 
It's not a big deal." 


Kirk rolled his eyes. "Okay, it is a big fucking deal. But | can handle this. You don't have to come over. Trust me. 
Please?" He started to pace. "Come on, James, you just said you could trust me. Why do you need to talk to 
Jason? Just keep out of this." 


"Let me talk to him, Kirk," Jason spoke quietly from behind the guitarist. 


Kirk whirled around, his eyes wide. "Fuck! You scared the hell out of me. How long have you been standing 
there?" 


"Long enough," Jason answered and held his hand out. "Let me have the phone." 


"Jason, you don't--" Kirk stopped when Jason beckoned for the phone. "Fine, here." In exasperation, he handed 


the phone to Jason and folded his arms across his chest. 

"James. 

"What the fuck are you doing, Jason?" The Mighty Het snarled. "Didnt | tell you not to hurt him?" 
"Yeah, yeah, you told me, James. But | told you this wasn't going to be easy," Jason responded 


"No, it *was* easy," James contradicted. "You just had to go and fuck things up. You'd better fix this, Jason. 
Your life, his life, your entire fucking future is on the line. You damn well better fix this." 


"| will fix it, James. Trust me. l'm gonna fix it right now. | promise," Jason vowed, staring at Kirk. 


"You'd better not break your promise, man," James warned. "You blow this and hurt him again, and l'm going to 


kick your ass. And just so you know, | won't be the only one doing it" 


"Lars?" 


"Lars," James confirmed. "Now go take care of this." 
"I will, | will" Without taking his eyes off him, Jason reached passed Kirk and hung up the phone. "Kirk--" 


Kirk held up a hand. "Don't, Jase. Look, you don't need to fix anything. Ignore James. You told me how you felt 
and |--| appreciate your honesty. If you don't want to--be friends anymore then, well, I'll respect that” He 


looked away. "| think you should leave now." 


"No," Jason replied, causing Kirk to look at him. "I fucked up tonight, Kirk. When | said | didn't want to be your 
friend, | didn't mean it. Well, | did, but not in the way you thought." 


Kirk sat down heavily at the foot of his bed, letting his hands dangle between his knees. "Okay, man, I'm really 
confused now. | don't get what you're trying to say. Jason, what is it that you want from me?" 


Jason moved over to sit next to Kirk. "I want you," Jason said simply, laying a hand on Kirk's knee. 


"You want me?" Kirk looked at the hand sitting on his knee. Slowly, Jason's thumb began to move in lazy circles 


and Kirk blinked. "You want me--to..to do what?" 


Jason didn't say anything. Without seizing his stroking, he slowly leaned forward. Eyes on Kirk's face, he waited 
for some sign to stop. When Kirk's lips parted slightly, Jason took that as an invitation Lowering his head, Jason 
kissed Kirk gently. He pulled back a little so that his next words ghosted across Kirk's now moistened lips. "I just 


want you." 

"You do?" Kirk asked a little breathless. 

"All the time," Jason confirmed as he pushed Kirk backward onto the bed and leaned over him. Carding his hand 
through Kirk's dark curls, Jason marveled at how they clung to his fingers. He caressed Kirk's face before 


cupping his jaw. Jason kissed his friend once more. "Forever." 


"You're so sweet, Jason," Kirk murmured, wrapping a hand around Jason's neck, he pulled the other man close 


again for another kiss. 


Balanced over Kirk with one arm, Jason allowed his free hand to brush down Kirk's side to rest on the 


tantalizing flames. He felt Kirk shudder at his touch even as their tongues met. 

"Jase," Kirk muttered huskily as they separated to take a breath. "I can't believe this is happening. l--l've 
dreamed about this, but had no idea you felt the same way. When you told me you didn't want to be my 
friend anymore, well, | thought might heart was gonna stop.” 


‘| was such an idiot and l'm sorry," Jason murmured. "I was trying to say | wanted to be more than friends." 


"I get that now," Kirk said, putting a palm to Jason's cheek. "You're my best friend. You know that, right? And, 


hopefully, you'll be my lover, too.” 


Jason reached up to hold the hand on his cheek. He placed a gentle kiss to the palm. "I want all of that, too, 
Kirk. Want all of you so bad" 


"You've got me," Kirk promised with a soft smile. "My heart's always been yours." 

"James was right," Jason remarked in wonder. 

"He was? About what?" Kirk asked. 

Jason smiled down at him. "I'll tell you all about it tomorrow. Right now, | wanna do something else." 


"You do?" Kirk cupped the back of Jason's head, tangling his fingers into hair that was beginning to grow long 


again. 
In answer, Jason lowered his mouth to Kirk's and began kissing his new life. 
He'd have to remember to thank James in the morning. 


The End 


